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and I am sure that the pure and heavenly
spirit of her who glorified the room so many
years shared our simple joys to-day."

Upon a tablet erected to his mother's mem-
ory in the chapel of the school he wrote this
inscription:

Mother, Comforter, Friend
In strength, gentle
In love, selfless.
In service, tireless
In patience, joyous
Her Children Rise Up and Call Her Blessed.

As his eldest had died in 1890, so in 1900
from the same illness, his youngest one, the
exquisite little Helen, went away.

To this new sorrow he brought again the
steadfast and courageous faith which he had
learned beyond all faltering. But henceforth
there was in his spirit a vaster note. The
old sparkle and playful banter still were his,
but underneath these lay that still profundity
of unrevealed emotion whose depths are filled
with tears.

" He went so blithely on his way
The way men call the way of life,
That good folk who had stopped to pray
Shaking their heads, were wont to say
It was not right to be so gay
Upon that weary road of strife:r possession,
